FROM    SEA    TO    SKY

I had a short spell of leave in July, during which I was able
to see my family for a few days at Witley Manor. I found petrol
as wel as food rationing in force and pony carts the order of the
day, for they were easy to buy a generation ago. My wife was in
the fashion, and kept tame rabbits, but apparently an old and
cunning cat had taken a toll of the tiny ones before he was appre-
hended in the act. Daughter Janet rode a donkey with zest, and
Boy Dick was no longer a baby: I was glad to have a day or two
with them; they were four and three years* old respectively, and
children are fun at that age.

On October 2nd 1918 the battle of Durazzo was fought,
though few people have ever heard of it: in fact, I should not call
it a battle at all, as will be seen from the following description of it.
For some time Admiral Kelly had been encouraging the Italian
Navy to do something enterprising in the Adriatic, and his efforts
had, at last, met with some success. Durazzo, on the Albanian
coast opposite Brindisi, was to be bombarded by sea and air, as
a combined operation. I prepared my time-table for the bombing
effort, and having thus set the picture went on board Lowestoft at
the invitation of the Admiral to see the show.

We left Brindisi harbour, with British light cruisers Weymouth
and Dartmouth and four destroyers. Destroyers Shark and Tribune
went ahead as a screen, Glasgow and Gloucester with Italian light
cruisers steamed to the north to watch for any signs of the
Austrian battle cruisers coming out from Pola. Italian battle
cruisers Pisa, San Giorgiol and San Marco were in covering
support. Added to this Armada there were American submarine
chasers and Italian motor torpedo-boats.

Durazzo is a small port, and by the time we had reached it
my bombers had set one or two fires going. Watching from the
bridge of Lowestoft, I saw our first salvo from the three cruisers
hit the area of the jetties, with some ships alongside, I was waiting
for the second salvo when a goodly explosion happened somewhere
astern of us. Then hell seemed to be let loose with depth charges
exploding all over the sea and shells of afl sizes flying in every
Section. A "Fritz" U-boat had quietly stalked the cruisers
from the seaward side and had blown half the stern off the
W&nodht including the rudder. Everyone claimed that they
had sunk the submarine; in fact, judging by the claims of the
American submarine chasers, they must have bagged more
than one.

1 Hie &m Giorgm was sunk by the R.A.F. at Tobruk in i<ui
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